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twitchings of eyes and mouth and fingers, lips curled
back in fear or anger, hair bristling faintly, toes
gripping at the straw of his bedding. He woke up
suddenly into stifling darkness, with the woman snor-
ing like a bear beside him, and his heart thumping
up and down, so that one hand went quickly to his
belly, the other to his throat, trying to stop it. And
there was a rustling and breathing by the door, some-
thing lighter and softer than rats in the thatch, a voice
saying words he did not know, terrible, quite meaning-
less words that he could not catch and nail down and
kill, as one can real words! And then one word he did
know. And that word was wolves. Then the voice
stopped, quite dead, as a blackbird stops singing when
the stone knocks it, squashed in, off the bough. And
there was nothing but the dark again, and that heart
of his shaking and pounding him. Quick, quick he
pulled the skins up again over his head and snuggled
up to the woman, rubbing himself close against the
soft warm fat of her back and thighs, feeling round
with his fingers into the damp hot folds of her breasts
and arm-pits, licking the comfortable friendly smell
off her while she slept, quieting himself as well as he
could, at last sleeping again*

As he woke he remembered the voice in the night.
Even now, in the bright pleasant morning, the morn-
ing that all men love, it seemed no less evil. Yet he
could tell no one about it, for that would mean telling
them about the devil that had got into his forked
stick, and all the things that he had dreamt the night
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